CALL  NO  MAN HAPPY

'What is happening?* I asked.

I left my table to go for news. Claude Farrere, who was then
President of our Society and a brave naval officer, had thrown him-
self in front of Monsieur Doumer and had received a bullet in his
arm. A doctor who had been leaning over the body got up saying:

'Messieurs, take off your hats... The President is dead.'

He was obviously mistaken, for just then the wounded man
opened his eyes and moved his lips. The doors of the hall were
thrown open. It was Tardieu, wearing a coat with a fur collar and
a high hat. I shall never forget the expression of despair and rage
on his face.

'But who did it?' he demanded ... 'Why?...'

Only then did I think of the assassin and saw a big fellow with the
appearance of a stupid brute surrounded by policemen. Someone
touched me on the shoulder. It was the old lady.

'Well, Monsieur?' she said ... 'What about my inscription? ...'

Because Monsieur Doumer had been killed at a meeting of
writers, it was decided that writers should stand guard over his
body at the Elysee while he lay in state. And so I found myself
standing at attention with three other comrades near the funeral
bier on which the President lay in full dress with the red grand
cordon of the Legion of Honour diagonally across his breast. The
crowd filed past, sorrowful and respectful. As one couple was
passing I heard the woman say to her husband, after looking for a
long time at the President:

'It is indeed he!*

After the election of 1932 Herriot, who had come to power,
made an attempt at the Lausanne Conference to adjust the question
of reparation which was then poisoning France's relations both with
Germany and with England. I knew Edouard Herriot only slightly
but I had a high regard for his culture and honesty. One morning
Jean Giraudoux, who was an attache in his Cabinet, telephoned me:

'Would you like to come to Lausanne?' he asked. 'The Chief has
authorized me to take you there.'